THE    QUESTING    BEAST
I was rather depressed and urged Shura to turn back and
let me go on alone, but he would not hear of it. As we
rose higher, the ragged rocks burst through their snow
covering under the heat of the sun, and the brown colour
gave my eyes much needed relief. Icicles thawed from
my beard, but I could not open my mouth with comfort
owing to the scabs that had formed on my cheeks from the
frost-bite.
Finally we came to the neutral zone between Armenia
and the territory occupied by the Turks, and there I rested
in a deserted hut whilst Shura looked round for signs of
the Turkish outposts. On locating a small body of troops
we moved on and hailed them with hands above our heads
holding our laissez-passers. We were conducted, after some
parley with a young officer in German, to a comfortably
furnished room in a house, and there I was given Turkish
coffee and a cigarette. As they saw I was snow-blind, they
instructed the M.O. to treat me. I felt easier after this and
managed to make out my surroundings, although everything
was still very dark. I explained the object of my arrival
and told them I was carrying the N.E.R. mail to their out-
post at Alexandropol, They gave us food and telephoned
for instructions. After a time we were ordered to mount
and, accompanied by an escort, we moved down the
mountains into the plain of Alexandropol. It was after
dark when we reached the town, and we waited for an hour
outside headquarters before we were led to the N.E.R.
station-house. We staggered in with the mail-bag dead
tired on the seventh day of our departure from Erivan, after
a journey I would not repeat for untold gold.
In this station were two Americans, Milton Browne
and Clark Martin, and a small circle of Armenian helpers.
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